A SONNET SEQUENCE

XIII

Certainly praise: let the song mount again and again
For life as it blossoms out in a jar or a face,
For the vegetable patience, the animal grace;
Some people have been happy; there have been great
men.

But hear the morning's injured weeping, and know why:
Cities and men have fallen; the will of the Unjust
Has never lost its power; still, all princes must
Employ the Fairly-Noble unifying Lie.

History opposes its grief to our buoyant song:

The Good Place has not been; our star has warmed to

birth
A race of promise that has never proved its worth;

The quick new West is false; and prodigious, but wrong

This passive flower-like people who for so long

In the Eighteen Provinces have constructed the earth.
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